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ABILENE WEEKLY REFLECTOR, A

BILENE, KANSAS, AUGUST 28, 1890.

A Ph

bell on the city hall had

As the big
struck one, Capt. Lane sppeared at the
office of Vincent, Clark & Co., and was
shown without delay into the private

poamn of the senior partner. Mr. Vin-
cent, Jooking even older and grayerin the
wan light at the rear of the massive
building, was seatcd at his desk and bus-
{ly occapied with a book of memoranda |
and figures. 11+ joished back his chair |
and came forv . at once at sight of |
Lane, and motuvncd to the clerk to re-i
tire. The eavalryman's heart was beat-
ing harder thea he had any recollection
of fts ever doing before, except in her
and be felr that bis knees were
m. But the old gentleman's
gove him instant hope:
“] am glad yoa have osme. my dear

“Let me say at once that from
what I know and have heard of you there
s no man of my acquaintance to whom |

I could intrust my s future |
with more cit m It is
troe that both mother and I had at |

one time other hopes and views for her, |
and that we wish your profession was |
sot that of arms. And now I beg youto
be patient with me, and to pardon my |
alluding to matters which you if |
broach in this—this most manful letter. l
You tell me that you are not dependent
on your pay alone, but that from invest-
wents in real estats in)growing cities in
the west and in minesin New Mexico
your present income:is some five thou-
sand dollars. As I understand you, the
property is steadily increasing in value?” |
“It has steadily increased thus far, |
sir, and I think it will continue to do so |
for severnl years to come—in real estate |
investmments at least.™ -
“1 am glad of this,,on your account as
well as hers, for Mabel has been reared '
in comparative luxury. She hasnever
known what it was to want anything |
very mnch or very long. She has besn I
educated on the supposition that her |
whole life wonld be equally free from |
care or stint; and if Dwere to dio to- |
morrow, sir, she wouldibe a beggar.”
And here, in great agitation, the old |
gentleman rose from s chair and began |
pervonsly pacing up and down the little
roont, wringinyg his white, tremulons |
bands and tnrning his face away from
the ellent soldier that he might not see
the tears that hung to the lashes or the |
piteons guivering of the sensitive lips. |
For a moment or two nothing more was
raid, Then, as thongh in surprise, Mr.
Vincent stopped short.
“Did you understand me,.Capt. Lane?
I do not exaggerate the situation in the
least. 1 do not know how soon the ax will
fall We are safe for today, but know |
not what the morrow may bring forth. |
may be met en route by telegraams saying
that the journey is nseless—that we are
ruined—and the moner | hope to get in
New York to tide us over would come
only too late, Next month at this time
the house in which Mabel was born and
reared may be sold over her head, with
every scrap and atom of its farniture,
and we be driven into eaile. Do you rea-
lize this gir? Do you ondarstand that
if you win her affection and she becomes
your wife [ have not a penny with which
to bless her?™
“Mr. Vincent,” answered Lane, *%
would hold myeelf richer than any man
tn this world {f I conld know that your
daughter cared for me and would be my
wife. Do not think thatI fail to sympa-
thize and feel for you and 1l who are
dear to yon in your distress and anxiety
but I am almost glad to hear that she i
not the heiress people said she was. [t
is Mabel I want,"—and here his voice
trembled almost as much as the old
man's, and his honest gray eyes filled up
with tears he could not down—*'and with
ber for my own I could ask nothing of
any man. I have your consent tosee her,
then, at once if need be? You know I
am relieved from duty here and musi re-
join my regiment within ten days.”
*“My full consent, and my best wishes,
oaptain,” sald Mr. Vincent, grasping the
outstretched hand in both his own
“You bave not spoken to her at all”™
“Not & word, Mr. Vincent; and Ican
form no idea what her answer will be.
Pardon me, ;i:. but has she or has Mrs.
tan OW. of
mﬂnomu‘w ¥ ledge of your business

“My wife knows, of course, that every-
thing is going wrong and that I am des-
p-'utoly harassed; Mabel, too, knows
that 1 have lost much money—very
much—in the last two years; but neither
of them knows the real truth—that even
my life insurance is A yearagol
strove to obtain tional amounts in

out policies years ago. Of course arigid

them for the last three months, until
now the last cent that I comld ralse is
waiting the result of this week's deal.
Every man in all the great markets
east and west knew three weeks ago that
& powerful and wealthy syndicats had

ny-lc-el. The offer the insuarance com-

panies made was eagerly accepted, sir; 1
took their money, and it dribbled
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obligations—we are gone. We have been
compelled to borrow at ruinous rates in
order to meet our calls; [ say we, for
poor Clark is with me in the deal, and it
means ruin for him too, thongh he, lnck-
ily, has nefther wife nor cliild. Are you
ready, sir, to ally your name with that
of s rmined and broken man—to wed a
beggar's daughter” And here poor old
Vincent fairly broke down and sobbed
alend. Long watching,sleepless nights,
suspense, wretched anxiety, the averted
looks and whispered comments of the
men he daily met on 'change, the increas-
ing brusquences and insolence of his
broker, Warden—all had combined to
humiliate and crush him. He threw him-
self upon the sofa, his worn old frame
shaking and quivering with gricf. The
sight was too much for Lane. This was
her father: it was her home that was
threatened. her pame that wasin jeop
=
m]m vinoeny,~ Qo cried, slmost im-
rlm'bzlr. *1 cannot tell mhhaw utter-
ymmmp.thyi!ﬁlhm FOUr AnX-

iety distress, I you not to give
way—not to abandon I—I think
it may be in my power %o belp a little;

only—it must be s secret between ns
She—Mabel must never know."

CHAPTER VL

> P

*Miss Mabel mys‘;ﬂfnm excuse pencil,
|l

In the three days that followed the

| sransfer of funds and property at the re-

=ruiting rendezvous took place, and Mr.
Noel stepped in, vice Lane, relieved and
srdered to join his regiment. The for-
mer was having a delightful time. A
guest of the wealthy Witherses could not
long be a stranger within their gates to
the Queen citizens, and every afternoon
andd evening fonnd him enjoying hospi-
talities of the most cordial character. At

i the club he had already become hail-fel-
| low with all the younger element, and

had made himself decidedly popular
among the elders, and every man who
had not met that jolly Capt. Noel was
eanger to be presented to him. He was
ready for pool, billiards, bowling or a
drink the moment hegot within the state-
ly doorwey; and, as he sang, whistled,
langhed, chatted and cracked innumera-
ble jokes during the varions games, was
acapital mimic, and could personate Pat,
Hans or Crapaud with telling effect, his
presence was pronounced by every one
as better than a solid week of sunshine
—something the Queen City rarely, if
ever, experienced.

Lane, on the contrary, was near-
ly warrying his heart out. He had gone
to the Vincents' the very evening on
which he had seen the father of the
family off for New York, and had
nerved himself to put his fortune to the
test—to tell her of his deep and devoted
love and to ask her to behis wife. That
she well knew he loved her, without
being told, he felt sure must be the case;
but, beyond a belief that she liked and
trusted him, the captain had not the
faintest idea as to the nature of her feel-
ings towards him. He was a modest
fellow, as has been said. His glass told
him that, despite a pair of clear gray
eyes and a decidedly soldierly cut to his
features, he was not what women called
a handsome man: and, what was more,
there were little strands of gray just be-
ginning to show about his broad fore-
head and in the heavy moustache that
shaded his mouth. Lane sighed as he
remembered that he was in his 80th year.
How conld she care for him—fifteen
years ber senior? Lane rang the door
bell that night and felt once more that
his heart was beating even as it did at
1 ¢’clock when he was ushered into the
awful presence of her father.

“Miss Vincent has not left her room
today, and is not well enoungh to come
down to-night, sir,” said the servant who
came to the door, “and Mrs. Vincent
begged to be excused because of Miss
Mabel's needing her."

“I—I am very, very sorry,” stammered
the captain. “‘Please say that Mr. Lane
called” (they had known him so well for
two months a8 Mr. Lane that he could
not yet refer to himself by his new title),
“and—and would call again to-morrow,
boping to hear Miss Vincent was much
better.”

And then, dejected and miserable, and
yet with something akin to the feeling
one experiences when going to a dentist's
to have a tooth drawn and the dreaded
wielder of the forceps proves to beaway,
Lane retreated down the broad stome
steps until he reached the walk, gazed
up at the dim light in the window which
he thonght might be hers, anathematized
himself for his lack of self possession in
not having asked whether there wasn't
something he could bring her—some-
thing she would like—for the simple
hearted fellow would have tramped all
night all over town to find and fetch it—
and then a happy thought occurred to
him: “Women always loVe flowers.” He
ran to the next street, boarded a west
bound car, and was soon far down town
at his favorite florist's.

“Give me abig box of cut flowers—
the handsomest you have,” be sald; and
while they were being prepared he wrote
& few lines on a card, tore it up, tried

i reduced

azain op another, and similarly

that to fragments, and finally, though
far from content, limited the expression
of his emotions to the simple words:

“Do get well by Saturday at latest. |
cannot go without seeing you. F. L."”

*““Where shall we send them, sir? ask-
ed the florist, as he came forward with
the box in his hand.

“Never mind; I'll take it mysalf,"” was
the answer, as the captain popped in the
little missive.

And when he got back to the house the
light was still burning in the window in
the second story, and the doctor had just
left, said the sympathetic Abigail, and
had saidit '»¥as nothing serious or alarm-
ing; Miss Mabel would have to keep quiet
a day or two; that was all.

But what hard luck for poor Lane,
when the days of his stay were so very
few! All Thursday morning was spent
at the rendezvous, counting over prop-
erty and comparing papers with Noel
Then, while that gentleman went to the
club for luncheon the captain hastencd
to thie Vineents' door to renew inonirisa
and was' measurably comfortéd by the
news that Miss Mabel was much better,
though still confined to her room.
Would he not come in? Mrs. Vincent
was out, but she thonght—did that most
intelligent young woman, Mary Ann—
that perhaps there was a message for
him. Like Mr. Toots, poor Lane, in his
anxiety to put no one to any trouble,
came within anace of ing: “‘It's
of no consequence,” but checked him-
self in time, and stepped into the bright
parlor in which he had spent so many

delicious hours listening to her goft, rich |

voice as she sang, or as she chatted

blithely with him and her frequent |
guests, It was some time before Mary

Ann returned. Evidently, there was a
message, for the girl’s face was dimpled
with smiles as she banded him a little
note, *“Miss Mabel says please excuse
pencil, sir; she had to write lying down.
Miss Holton has just gone away, after
spending most of the morning.”

Excuse pencil! Lane could hardly
wait to read the precious lines. How he
longed to give the girl a five dollar bill!
But this wasu't England, and he did not
imow how Mary Ann would regard such
a proffer. She promptly and discreetly
retired, leaving the front door open for
his exit. and the sweet June sunshine
and the rft wann breath of early sum-
mer flowing in through the broad vesti-
bule.

**How good you are to me!” she wrote.
“The flowers were—and are still—ex-
gquisite. I shall be down stalrs a little
while to-morrow afternocon, if the doctor
is good tome as you are. Then I econ
thank yon, can I not? M L V.

The hours dragged until Friday after- |

noon came, He had to go to the With-
srses to dinner on Thursday evening,

and a dreary, ostentations, ponderous |

feast it was. Noel, in his full dress uni-
form, was the hero of the honr. He
greeted Lane a trifle nervonsly.,

“] meant to have telephoned and
begged yom to bear me ont, old man,”
said he, “but this thing was sprung on
me after 1 got home. Consin Matte
simply ordered me to appesr in my war
paint, and I had to de it. You are to go
in to dinner with her by the way; and |
wish you were en grande tenne instead
of civilian spike tail. Here's Amos.”

And Amos marched him around to
one guest after another—*self made
men, sir'—heavy mannfacturers oud
money makers, with their overdressed
wives. Lane strove hard to be cenier-
taining to his hostess, but that lady’'s
mind was totally engrossed in the prog-
ress of the feast and dread of possible
catastrophe to style or service. Her
eyves glanced nervously from her hus-
band to the butler and Ins assistants, und
her lips perpetually fr.am d inandible in-
structions or warnings, and so it hap-
pened that the captain was enabled to
Aat a good deal with a slight, dark
eved and decidedly intelligent girl wheo
sat to his right, and who was totally
ignored by the yonng ecab who took her
in—the eldest son of the house of With-
ers, a callow younth of 20,

“Yon did not hear my name, I know,”
she had said to him. *“I am Miss Mar-
shall, a very distant connection of Mrs.
Withers', the teacher of her youuger
children, and the merest kind of an acci-
dent at this table. Miss Faulkner was
compelled to send her excusea at the last
moment, and so 1 was detalled—isn't
that your soldier expression?—to fill the

»n

“And where did you learn our army

expressions, may I ask?' said Lane smil-

ingly. o
“l had a cousin in the artillery some
years ago, and visited his wife when
they were stationed at the old barracks
across the river. There's no ons thers
now, I believe. Listen to Captain Noel:
he is telling about Indian campaigns.”

Indeed, pretty much everybody was
listening already, for Noel, with much
ayimation, was recounting the expe-
riences of the chase after the Chiricahna
chieftain, Geromimo. He was an excel-
lent talker, and most diplomatic and
skillful in the avoidance of any direct
reference to himself as the hero of the
series of dramatio incidents which he so
graphically told, and yet the impression
conveyed—and intended to be conveyed
—was that no man had seen more, en-
dured more or ridden harder, faster and
farther, than the narrator. Flattered
by the evident interest shown by those
about him, and noting that conversation
was brisk at Lane's end of the table, the
lieutenant soon lost himself in the en-
thusiasm of his own descriptions, and
was only suddenly recalled to earth by
noting that now the whole table had
ceased its dinner chat, and that, with
the possible exception of the hostess,
who was telegraphing signals to the but-
ler, every man and woman present was
looking at him and listening. The color
leaped to his face, and he turned to-
wards Lane with a nervous laugh.

“I'd no idea I was monopolizing the
talk,” he said. “Fred, old men, wasn't
it G troop that tried to get across the
range from your command to onrs when
we neared the Guadalupe? Amos and
Mr. Hawks had been asking me about
the chase after Geronimo.”

“Yes, it was G troop—Capt. Greene's,”
answered Lane.

“You know that Capt. Lane and I are
of the same regiment, and, though not
actually together in the chase, we were

inthoumeumpdgn,”nidlio&l,npqlo—‘

getically, and then, quickly changing
the subject: “By the way, Mr. Hawks,
is Harry Hawks, of the artillery, a rela-
tive of yours?

“A nephew, captain—my brother Hen-
ry’'sson. Did you kmow him?™ ‘

“Enow him? Why, heis one of the
warmest trimk’ otI have in the whole
army—outside my own regiment,
thatis. We were constantly ther
one winter when I was on staff ﬁ in
Washineton. and whenever ha

leave to run up from the barracks he
made my his home. If you
' ever write to him just ask him if he
knows Gorden Noel?

“Do you kmow, Capt. Lane, that I
have found your comrade captain a very
interesting man? observed Miss Mar-
shall; and her eyes turned upon her next
door peighbor in calm but keen scrutiny.

“Noal is entertaining,” was the
reply; and the gray eyes looked nn-
mimohingly into the challenge of the
dark brown.

1 “Yes, I have listened to his tales of
| the fromtier at brepkfast, dinner and
of vi

' during the nee Sunday
They are ty and va-

"
m sees a goodl deal of strange coun-
try and many strange people in the
| course of ten or a dozen years’ service in
' the cavalry.”

“And must needs have a good mem-
qry to be able to tell of it all—especially
when one récounfs the same incident
| more than once.” And Miss Marshall's
| Hps were twitching at the corners in a
| manner suggestive of ‘mischief and mer-
riment combined.

Lane “paused for a reply.” Here was
evidently a most observant young wo-
man.

“There! Idid not mean to tax your
loyalty toaregimental comrade, captain;
80 you need not answer. Capt. Noel in-
terests and entertains me principally, be-
cause of his intense individuality and
his entire conviction that he carries his
listeners with him. ‘Age cannot wither
nor custom stale his infinite variety;” but
there should not be quite so much va-
riety in his descriptions of a single event.
This is the fourth time I have heard him
tell of the night ride from Carriro’sranch
to Canyon Diablo.”

“Yon have the advantage of me, Miss
Marshnll,” answered Lane, his eyes
twinkling with appreciation of her de-
mure but droll exposure of Noel's weak
| point. “It is the first time I ever heard
+ his version of it."

“It is the last time he will mention it
in your presence, if he saw the expres-
sion in your face, Capt. Lane.”

*Do those introspective eyes of yours
look clear throngh and see out of the
back of vour head, Miss Marshall? Your
face was turned towards him. You stop-
ped short in telling me of your cousin in
the artillery and your visit to the bar-
racks, and bade me listen to something
I did not care half agmuch to hear as

our own impressions of garrison life,
Never mind the gnadruplex account of
the night ride. Tell me what you
thonght of the army."”

“Well, of course, the first thing a girl
wants to know is what the shoulder
n straps mean; and I learmmed the very

first day that the blank strap meant a
I seconrl lientonant, a single silver bar a
first liecntenant and two bars a captain—
| that is, in the artillery. Now, why this
! provoking distinetion in the cavalry?
| Here's a captain with only one bar, a
. captain whose letters from the war de-
| partment come addressed to Lient. Gor-
don Noel!”

“Noel never speaks of himself as cap-
tian, I'm sure,” said Lane.

“Neither do you; and for a year past,
ever since I have known you by sight"—
and here a quick blusbk monnted to her
temples—*‘you occasionally came to our
church, you know,” she hastened to ex-
plain—*“yon have been referred to as
Lieut. Lane or Mr. Lane; but we Imow
you are a captain now, for we saw the
promotion recorded in the Washingzton
despatches a fortnight ago. What was
the date of Capt. Noel's elevation to that
grade? Iconfess 1 took him for your
junior in the service and in years tvo.”

“Yes, Noel holds well to his youth,”
answered Lane, smilingly,

“And about the captainey?”

“Well, he is 50 very mnear it, and it is
go apt to cqme any day, that perhaps he
thinks it just as well to let people get
accustomerd to ealling him that, Then
he won't have to break them all in when
the commission does come.”

“Then he is your junior, of course?”

*“Only by a file or so. He entered
the service very soon after me."”

“But was not in your class at West
Point?

“No; he was not in my class.”

“In the next one, then, I presume?”

“Miss Marshall, is your first name
Portia? I should hate to be a witness
whom you had the privilege of cross ex-
amining. There are ladies ‘learned in
the law,’ and I expect to read of you as
called to the bar within a year or two.”

“Never mind, Capt. Lane. I will ask
you nothing more about him.”

*No, Miss Marshall, I presume that
my clumsiness has rendered it totally
unnecessary.”

That night, as the guests were dis-
persing, Lane did what most of them
entirely omitted; he went over to the
piano and bade Miss Marshall good
night. .

“Capt. Lane,” she said, *“I beg your

on if I have been too inquisitive and
too critical, as I know I have been; but
you have taught me that you know how
to guard a comrade’s fallings from the
worll. Will you not forgive a woman’s
weakness?”

“There is nothing to forgive, Miss
Marshall, Ihope sincerely that we ma
meet again before I go back to the regi-
ment.”

And later, as Lane was walking home-
ward from a final peep at the dim light
in a certain window, he had time to
think how intolerable that dinner would
have seemed had it not beem for the ao-
cident which placed that dark eyed
governess by his side.

[CONTINUED NEXT WEEK.]

HEALTH AND BEAUTY.

Swift's Specific has cured my Hitle niece of
white swelling of the worst type. More than
twenty pleces of bone came out of her leg. She
was not able to walk for eight months, and was
on croiches & year. The doctors advised ampne
tation, bat I refused, and put her on 8.8. 8
“he is now a8 well and playful as any chiid.

Mgs, Axyre Gresuise, Columbus, Ga,

Treatise on Biood and Skin Discases mailed
Jee.
S wrer Spacoric Co.. Dmawer 3. Atlanta, Ga.

A MONTH can be made
B 08 SRR N

| mon was crowded that night. Cal

moments may be also
A few towns eities, B. F.
A e 300 M 95, B, V|

UNSPOKEN LOVE.

And, though he know that in ove striog sre
blent
All its extremes of sound, yet still doth linger
Among the lighter threads, to start
The deep soul of that one wire,
Lest it, dash his high desire,

s Caldwell Roscge, |
A COUNTRY CIRCUS.

“Cut, cut, ca-daw cut! Cut, cut!”

Thus mrol!nglyher way the speckled
hen flapped wil uﬂ“ g Misa
Terebinth Rockwell's dak carns-
tions, with that falr m.;amgom
close in pursuit, ber checked sunQonnet
waved abowe her head like an of
war. Leander stood and the
pursuit with the cool, smils
of a disinterested spectator until the
speckled fugitive bethought herself to
dart headlong into the & angle of
the stone wall, where the spheres
of ripening tomatoes basked on a rude
wooden frame. At the second
he swooped noiselesaly down from his
unseen vantage point and seized Old

Bpeckle by her fluttering “T.
“Here's your fow], Terebinth,” sajd he.

“Well, I declare!” eald Miss Terebinth,
according a reluctant admiration to the
deftness of the capture. “And I've been
chasin' the creature this ten minutes!
I'm goin’ to have a fricassee for dinner.”

“Company comin'?" |

_‘;I mean to ask Elder Atkinson and his |
wife,"

“Don’t ask 'em,” said Leander. “Put
it off till some other time, Terebinth.”

“For goodness' sake! why?

Leander drew three sqnares of yellow
pasteboard from his pocket.

“Look,” said he: “I've got tickets for
the circus to-night—for you and me and
Ally Ames.”

Mies Terebinth's careworn visage
brightened up. To these simple conun-
try folk the annual visitation of the cir-
cus signified opers, theatre, polo and
athletic ganies all in one.

“Good™ eried she, releasing the strug-
gling hen. “Then I'll let Old Speckle go
this time. But, Leander, have you asked
Alice?”

“I'm going there now.”

*Are you sure ghe’ll go?™

“Of course; why shonldn't she?”

Terebinth hesitated as she tied the sun-
bonnet strings under her chin.

“Perhaps that young English tourist
that boards at the hotel--Capt. Cassell
they call him, don’t they?”

Leander's handsome, sunburned visage |
darkened.

*“What of him?" said he, sharply.

“He may have asked her. Don’t be !
vexed, Leander,” she added, pleadingly. |
“Folks do say she’s dreadful took up|
with him, apd I don't know's I wonder
so much arter I heard him talk- t'other
night to Mary Bailey's Chinese party.
He's traveled most everywhere; and if
you could hear him describe the tigers
he killed in Ceylon and the elephants
he's hunted on the Niger river”—

“Oh, hang the tigers and the ele-
phants!” impatiently broke in Leander.
“I don't believe a word of it. I dare say |
he's all very well; but, for my part, I
haven't much opinion of a fellow that |
loafs around a hotel piazza in hay mak-
ing time, doing nothing, with a white
scarf on his hat, and a sash, for all the
world like a girl's, tied around his
waist!™

“It's the fashion,” said Terebinth.

*A (uneer fashion, I think,” comment-
ed Leander,

“He's a very brave man—a regular
bero,” went on Terebinth. ‘“He served
in her majesty's White Heeldd Horse
once during a London riot, and"—

“And did wonders, I don't doubt,” in-
terrupted Leander. *“But I don't see
what all this has to do with us and Caluo-
met's circus,”

He took up his hat from the grass
where it had been ng among but-
tercups and white clover blossoms all
this time, and started off at a brisk
:iulk. Terebinth looked [dolefully after

m.

*Poor Leander,” said she, half aloud,
“I'm afraid he's going to be badly disap-
pointed.”

Alice Ames was sitting on the porch
under the green, shifting shadows of the
hop vines shelling Lima beans to dry as
Leander Rockwell's fine, tall figure came
swinging up the path. He was very
handsome, thought the girl, but he lack-
ed the ease and polish of the dapper lit-
tle captain of "“her majesty’s White
Heeled Horse.” His clothes bore evi-
dence of country cut—his boots were
powdered with dust, and his face was
bronzed with August heats.

“How do you do, Ally?" said he, and
Alice, remem the deferential man-
ner with which the captain always ad-
dressed her as *“Miss Ames,” answered,
with a toss of her head:

“I'm pretty well, thank you!"

“TI've been geftin’ some tickets for the
circns to-night, Ally,” said he, plunging
con amore into his subject! *““Will yon
go with me?"

“Thank you, ever so much,” said she,
stooping for a fresh handful of the vel-
vety, green pods, “but I've promised
Capt. Cassell to go with him!”

“Humph!” observed Leander, “so I'm
too late?”

“Yes, a little too late.”

“Is it to be always so, Ally™
“] don't know what you mean, Lean-
der.”

“You used to care for me a little be-
fore this boasting captain of horse came
here.”

“1 like you well enough now, Leander.”

“Well enough to marry me?”

“] don't think you're justified in ask-
ing me any such questions,” sald Alice,
jumping up and retreating hurriedly
into the house.

*]1 understand,” remarked Leander,

y. “I don't stand any chance

grim!
alongside of the tiger hun

hero. It's
a pity we haven't a few beasts in
these woods to kill. The must
miss his occupation. Well, good after-

noon. Ally, Terebinth and I will have
to go to the circus by ourselves, I sup-

pose.
The mammoth tent on Durkill com-

circus was s local celebrity and had

widely advertised. The rural

had not many opportunities enjoy-

ment and did not propose to let this one

gmby default. Every one was theve,
Elder Atkinson and his wife down

to little Michael Ryan, the wu'.md

his pinched looking better

Cassell and pretty Alice Ames :

a conspicuous front seatcand s fow rows

[artner DacK sat Leander Rockwell with
Miss Terebinth and her friend, Hannah
Binns, beside her, a little seam-
stress body, who had asked at the
eleventh hour—*‘sooper than waste the
ticket,” thrifty Miss Terehinth had said.
One one the ‘‘unparalleled attrac-
tions" been put forward—the time
wom clown, the columbine,
trained elephants, Heycle riders and
the swarthy snake charmer, with the
gold crescents dangling from his ears
and the great glittering stage diamond
in the front of his turban.

“Oh, isn't it wonderful!” cried Alice
Ames.

“Pretty fair, pretty fair,” answered
Capt. Cassell, tapping the ivory knob of
his cane against his teeth. *‘But those
rattlesnakes don't compare in size to a
cobra capello I once killed in our tent at
Dungapore when"——

And the rounds of applause drowned
the end of his sentence.

“Ah! a tiger taming act!” said the cap-
tain, consulting his programme. **‘The
Marvelous Signor Mahmelli and his pupil,
Rajah!” Call that a Bengal tiger, do
they? 1 wish yon conld have seen the
fellow I shot, that lzst summer In the
jungles at Hoodah. My sister has his
skin on her drawing room floor now,
made into a rug. It had killed four men
and a sacred ox, and the natives called
him *The Scourge of the Shore.” Oh, ves,
I don't deny that the fellow handles him
very neatly, bat"—

At that second, jnst when the “Beast
of the Tropics” was drowsily guing
through with his list of accomplish-
ments, the lash of his keeper struck a
trifle sharper than nsual, or some other
unseen canse ignited the powder maga-
zine of the animal's slnmbering savagery.
With a ferocious roar he sprang forward,
felling the keeper with a single blow of
his paw, and leaped toward the row of
footlights, whose fitful flicker seemed to
irritate him as a red rag enrages a bull.

There was a shriek, a rush, a moment
or two of wild confusion. Ally Ames
uttered a scream. Capt. Cassell had
turned as pale as a tallow candle.

*“We'd better get out of this,” said he,
hoarsely. *‘Quick! quick!”

But Alice, paralyzed by fear, sat as
still as death.

“I—I can't move!" she gasped. *1
think I'm going to faint.”

The captain hesitated a second, and
finally decided matters by taking to his
heels, with the rest of the flying crowd.
Alico shut her eyes with a cold shudder;
she could not see the tawny death spring
upon her; but in a moment she opened
them again at the sonnd of a triumphant
shont that went up nround her.

Leander Rockwell was in the aren=
Iately ocenpied by the vamguished band,
struggling with the savage momster,
She conld see his set teeth, the veins
standing ont on his forchead, the red
fire in his eves, and she knew that itwas
for life or death.
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“After all,” said the minister, “these
circuses are sinful rizl= to human life. 1
shall never see my way clear to attend-
ing one again. Snappese that brave
young fellow had been killed before onr
face and eyes in the noble effort he
made to save onr lives.”

“Golly, thongh, pa, wasn't it grand?”

gaid John Henry, the pood man's eldest
hope. * Most equal o a Spanish bull-
fight. Everybody know: that Les Rock-
| well's the strongest f{rllow in Durkill

| Four Corners, but the old tiger'd got the

best of him if it hadn’t been for that
lick Lee zave him over the head with
the sharp edge of the cornet that the
music men had dropped when they got
under the stage, like lightiming. It was
as good us a Damascus scimeter, Lee
gays, and once stunned, it was easy
enough for the property men to kill him.
It'll Dbe an awfnl loss to the cireus folks,
thongh,” reflectively added John Henry.
#There ain't many tigers of that size in
the traveling ring in this country.”

“But wasu't it funny, husband,” sawd
the minister's wife, “*‘about Capt. Cas-
sell’s being found hiding under the man-
ger in the trained ponies’ stalls, with the
door tightly locked. A man who, ac-
cording to his own ascount, has killed
scores of leopards and half a dozen ele-
phants in India, and is afraid of nothing.
I'm told that the engagement between
him and Alice Ames is off, and that she
ia spending a week with Terebinth Rock-
well. The fright and the danger have
made poor Terebinth quite iI.”

But if the minister's wife had only
known it, Terebinth was a great deal
better now, and she and Ally were busy
making s gown of white surah silk, with
a great deal of soft lace and ribbon bows
abovae it.

“Because,” said Ally, laughing, “Le-
ander says he won't wait—and a man
who can conquer a tiger ouglitn't to be
contradicted by a woman.”

“You really love me, then?" said Le-
ander.

“] really love you,” repeated Alice.
#And oh, Leander! I am so very, very
proud of you!"—Amy Randolph in New
York Ledger.

It Must Be Stopped.

Something will have to be done to
gtop this drain. It has been figured out
that thirty-six American girls have with-
in the last few yvears married impecun-
{ous foreign princes, dukes and counts,
and carried away to Europe upward of
$44,000,000 cold, clammy cash. Nothing
is easier than to pass a general law
forbidding American girls who marry
abroad taking more than about $1,500
off with them. The ent
confiscate the of their inher-
itance for the benefit of educational
funds.—Nebraska State Journal.

It was not until 1660 that Picard,
ander the auspices of the French Acad-
emy of Sciences, reduced the degree to
anything like a certainty. His plan
was to connect. two points by a series
of triangles, thus ascertaining the
length of the aro of a8 meridian inter
cepted between them, to compare it
with the difference of latitudes found
by making celestial observations. The
stations used were Melvoisine, in the
vieinity of Paris, and Sourdon, near
Amiens, While these measurements
were being made a discussion arose as
to the Interpretation of them, some af-
firming that they indicated a prolate,
others an oblate spheroid

The former figure may be popularly
represented by a lemon, the latter by
an orange. To prove which was right
Picard's observations were extended far
to the north and south, one expedition
going to Peru, the other to
The Peruvian expedition worked nine
years on the question, the Lapland

five. The results of the meas
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DIRECTORY.
Tke Reflector cheerfully recommends

t.hnﬁ.:uovingbvunmﬂm *o the con-

fidence and patronage of the publie.

STAMBAUGH, HURD & DEWEY,

ATTORNEYS ATLAW;
ABILENE EANSAS
E.C. LITTL: -

ATTORNEY AT 1LAW.

¥ Office unstairs, Abilene Bank
K mrs-d &e

S. STEELSMITH, M. D.,
Surgeon, Gynecalogist and Ocalist,

Practice limited to Surgery, Surgical
diseasec— Diseases of Women and Dis-

eases of the Eye.
pr-gus ABILENE KAS
F.J. BOUTIN, M D.

Homeepathic Physician,

SURGEON AND ACCOUCHEUR.
Suecceasor to Dr, L. G. VanScoyoe, with
office and re- idence at the same place, corner
North Spruce and Fourth streets. COalls at
all hoursand to any distance promptly at.

tended. auf t&eim

H. B. STONER,
AUCTIONEER.

salés (tied at Reasonable Rates.

Farm Sales a Specialty.

Appointment Rook for dates of sales will
be tound at Brillbart & Plsla's, on Broad way,
where all desiring his services may leave no.
tico. Postofti~e addrrss—Abiiene, i&u. 3.1y

LHBSTERACTS

Made for all lands and lots in Diskin.
son County, at

REASONABLE RATES.
HILAND SOUTHWORTH,
Abilene, Kas,

- iHE—

Abilene National Bank

Cash Capital, $150,000.

C. H. BARKER,.-.: -«ssvcce. .President
W.P.RICE,...c..covnninan Vice President
E D. HUNPHREY, «++..- ...-«.Cashier

TRANSACTS A

GENERAL BANKING BUSINESS
THOMAS KIRBY,

BANEKER,

ABILENE. KANSAS.
Transacts a

GENERAL BANKING BUSINESS

Gives special attention to Collec-
tions, buys and sells Foreign
and Domestic Exchange.

Negotiates Mor_t_ga.ge Loans.

All businoss promptly attended to,

MOSEY 70 LOAK!

You will find my « flice

ON BUCKEYE AVENUE,

Just Rast ot the U7,

P. Depot, Abllene,

And I take pleasure in sayving that 1 ean
give you as

Good Torms and Ratas of Inbarast

As any other Agent In the state. You can
get your money seon as the papers are
signed, and condit ioned that you

Can Make-Partial Payments

Of the principal and no expense In trans
mitting either your interest or principal.

I Am Here to Stay!
J. C. BENDER

ABILENE - . EANSBAS'

TAKTH

Missouri Paviic R, R,

——FOR——

ST. LOUIS AND THE EAST,

3 DAILY TRAINS 3

BETWEEN

Kansas City & St. Louis, Mo.

Equl with Pullman Palace Slee
Taipped and Buffet Oars. o

TAEE RECLINNG GEAIR CAAS

And Elegant Coaches.
THE MOST DIRECT LINE TO

TEXAS AND THE SOUTH

2 DAILY TRAINS 2

To principal points in the

LONE STAR STATE.
IRON MOUNTAIN ROUTE

PO
Mem Mobile, New Orleans and pag
cities §in Tennessee, Ala-
bamsa offer-

ing the choice of v

TO NEW ORLEANS.

™ Car and fur-
mmmmcmWW 10 tbin'u' nearest Ticket
Agent,or J. H. LYON, W, P. A_ 528 Main 3¢.,
W B.gl Gen. Traffic Manager

: "8 0. TOWNSEND,
G. P. Agent, St, Louils, Mo.

flege of = ﬂn:h'
Paying st an
TTHWO
- S0 bilene, Kansas.
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